


The Taming of the Shre-Stf 

Petr. Sk hcl'cs che doorc,this is LMce»tt(>shoufe, 

My Fathers bcares more toward the Markct.placc^ 

Thither muft 1 andhccrel Icaueyoufir. 

Vi^. You (hall not choofe but drinke before you g*. 

I thinkc I Qiallcetmnand your welcome here; - * 

And by all likelihood fomc chcetc is toward. JCticeL 

Grem. They’re bufic wi bin, you wercbeftknockelowdw 

Pedant lookes out ej the rsindow, 

Pedt Whafs he that knockes as he would beate dovwc tiu 
_ gate ? ** 

IsSigniorZ««»rw within fir? 

Ped. He’s within iir, but not to be fpokcnwithall. 

Vine. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or two t» 
make merrie wichall. 

Ped. Keepc your hundred pounds to yourfelfc,hefl]allnecde 
nonefolongasl liue. 

Petr. Nay, I told you your fonne was bcloued in Padua : doe 
you hcarc fir, to leauc friuolous ciccuniliances,! pray you tcllSig. 
aiotLucmio that his Father is coroefrora Z^,andishcerc8tth« 
doore to (peake with him« 

Ped. ThoHlic(lhisFathcriscomefromjP4</»4,andh«relook« 

ing out of the window. 

Vin, Art thou his Father? 

Ped. 1 fir, fo his mother faycs if I may bciceue her. 

Petr. Why how now Gentleman; why this is flat knaucrie 
totakevpon you an other mans name, 

Pedvt. Lay hands on the vilIaine,Ibelccueameaiicsto cozen 
fonie bodic in this Citie vnder my countenance. 

' 8nter Biondelle. 

Bun. I haue feene them in the Church together, God fend 
them good fli pping ; but wh* ishcere ?mine old Maftec Vmentk 
now we arc vndone and brought to nothing. 

Vm. Come kither-erackhempe« 

Bien^ I hope I may choofeSir. 

ZJin. Come hither you rogue, what^aue you forgot mee? 
Biond. Forgotyou, no fir: 1 could not forget you, fori ncutt 
faw you before in all my life. 

Vine. What, you nototius vilUine, didft thoB ueuer fee tby 
.^firis father, Zdincentio\ 

BifU- 


T 


Tt he Taming of the Shre'^^, 

Bion. What my werfhipfull old mailer f yes raarrie fir fee 
where helookejoutofthe window. 

yin. Iftlb indccdc. He beates Biondelle. 

Bion. Hclpc,helpe, hdpe, here’s a mad man will rcurdci* me, 

Pedan. H<lp, fonne, hclpeSignior Baptifla. 

<p(t. Prcthcc let’s (land afidc and fee the end of this 
controncrfie. 

Enter Pedant Vfhh fernants. Baptifia, Tranio. 

yra. S»' what arc you that offer to bcarc my feruaat ? 

Vine. What am I lir: nay what arc you fir : oh iromorcall Gods; 
oh fine yiliaine , a filken doubled, aveluct hofe,afcarktcloafc 
and a c ipataine hat : oh I am vndone, 1 am vndone: while 1 plaic 
tliegoodhufoandat home, my lonnc and my feruant fpend all 

atthcvDiacr(itic. 

Tra, How now what’s the matter? 

^ 4 / 1 /. What is the man lunaticke? 

TVc.Sir, you fccine afober ancient Gentleman by your habit 
butyour words (hew you amad man ; why fir, what ccrncs it you, 
iflwearePcarlc and gold: I ihanke my good father, 1 am abk 
toiaaintainc it. 

Vin, Thy father : ohvillaine, he is a Sailc-raaker in Ber^ame. 

Bap. You Mittake fir, you miftakefir ,praic what do you think 
it his name? 

Vin. His name, as if I knew not his name: I haue brought 
liimvpcuer fincehc was three yecrc8old,and h\%nzmz iiTronia 0 

Ped. A waie, away mad alfc, his name is Lneentio, and he is 
fflineoneliefonncand heire to the lands of me figoior Vincentie. 

Vin. Lueentio , oh he hath murdred his Mailer ; 1 ay held on 
him I charge you in the Oukes name: oh ray fonne, my fonne; 
tell me thou villainc, where it my fonne Lncentie ? 

Tra. Callfoith an officer : Catric chismad knauc to the laile : 
^^tx Baptifia, I charge you fee that be be forth comming. 

Vine. Carrie mec tu the laile ? 

^re. Stale officer, he (hall not goto prifon. 

Bap. Talkcnoifignicr G’rrw«>;I fay he (hall goe to prifon. 

Qre. Take heede fignior Baptijia, left you be conicatcht in 
tnisbufmefTe : I dare fwearethis is the right Vincent it. 

Frd. SweatcU tbou das’ll, 
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